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THE TARRY BUCCANEER

I'M going to be a pirate with a bright brass pivot-
gun,

And an island in the Spanish  Main beyond the
setting sun,

And a silver flagon full of red wine to drink when

work is done,

Like a fine old salt-sea scavenger, like a tarry
Buccaneer.

With a sandy creek to careen in, and a pig-tailed

Spanish mate,
And under my main-hatches a sparkling  merry

freight
Of doubloons and double moidores and pieces of

eight,
Like a fine old salt-sea scavenger, like a tarry

Buccaneer.